CHAPTER  V
"WHAT is the name of that flower?" G.B.S. asked as we stood in the
garden by the herbaceous border, a mass of gold and purple. Surely he
knew, for had he not lived in the country so many years? But he insisted,
pointing to a clump of golden rod.
"This golden rod?"
"Golden rod, yes, golden rod. I have no memory for names of
flowers and country things generally. I'm not a W. H. Hudson. I like
flowers about me of course, and the wilder the better. I don't hke cut
flowers, though. The rector is the one for flowers, he knows them all by
name, like a shepherd his sheep. Have you seen him lately? He looks well
on the way to Golders Green."
No, I had not seen him for a long time.
"He was talking about you the other day," G.B.S. continued, "and I
asked him why the best people don't go to church. His reply was quite
good for a clergyman. 'For the same reason as healthy people don't go
to a doctor/ I pointed out that healthy people should go to a doctor
because it is the doctor's duty to prevent illness ... I had a thorough
medical examination to-day and was passed as fit but I shall probably die
like Beethoven shaking my hands at a thunderstorm. I know a person
who has made an art of being bedridden but I don't think I like it. I can
only rest by doing a hard spell of work. I look forward to the time when
all people will at least do three or four hours' work a day to keep healthy,
and the rest of the time they can have to themselves."
I do not know why he mentioned death or being bedridden because
he, himself, looked extraordinarily well. In fact when we talked and
walked we forgot difference in age except, of course, when he became
reminiscent, and then we realized that the people who had become
historic figures to us, he had known personally. He went on: "A person
should put an end to himself when he finds he is giving pain and anxiety
to his friends. It isn't his own pain which matters so much. That's always
exaggerated by the other person: one can get used to almost anything.
When I was staying with William Morris, his favourite daughter had
one of her fits, a terrifying experience but Morris told me of it in a matter
of fact way as if he was announcing breakfast. He really loved Jenny and
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